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Ramadhan fell in the torrid month of May. At noon reeessf
instead of eating with the women, almost all the men and
youths lay down to rest till the whistle summoned them to
work again, unrefreshed by food or drink. On the other
hand, some of the townspeople make a pretence of fasting
for the sake of public opinion. " I cannot eat in town," said
a young man whom I found seated by a stream on one of
my country rides near Bcyrout; "and as, of course, I must
eat, I am forced to have a picnic with some of my friends
who have just gone home." On the whole, however, fast-
ing is much more rigidly observed than are the five daily
hours of prayer. Sometimes this observance is most me-
ticulous, as when a woman with a bad throat in the hos-
pital demurred to having her tongue held down by an iron
presser, on the ground that nothing should pass her lips.
The rigid conscience of the poor creature doubtless suspected
even the clinical thermometer of concealing some forbidden
nourishment.
Ample compensation for the day's fasting is offered by the
night's feasting, which may begin with sunset, and last till
dawn, though, as a. rule, only two meals are tuken. Indeed,
Moslems have assured me that the long hours of fasting leave
the stomach so disinclined for food that a man eats less
than usual. The choicest food of the year, however, is
prepared for the nights of Ramadhan. Confectioners then
drive their richest trade. All the fruits of the season are
temptingly exposed in the shops. Night is turned into day.
The coffee-houses are crowded with men leisurely pulling
at the gayly decorated narghile!), with a sense of luxury
fostered by a day's abstinence from tobacco. The mosques
and minarets are brilliant with lights. One night in Beyrout
I came across a large company seated in an open space near
a mosque, listening to a sort of sacred concert. From the
lofty minaret was borne the sound of the fresh young voices
of boys ornamenting their singing with many a flourish and
roulade and florid cadenza, showing a flexibility of the vocal
cords that a diva might well envy.1 The night's sleep is
1 My recollection doen not include the clay of the month or the
exact hour of night.   The function waa probably either the towiish'

